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mind. They were hiding from me in order to discuss forbidden
things. Their guilty secret was another barrier between us.

My stepmother had given me permission to ask Jean to lunch
with us next day at Larjuzon. I had looked forward to this, but now
decided suddenly not to pass on the invitation. I was terrified at the
thought that the day was approaching when either Michele would
take Jean from me, or Jean would take Michele. Rather than that
should happen I would deprive myself of Jean's company. Let him
stay alone at the Presbytery and be bored stiff! After all, his uncle
probably knew what he was doing when he put the screw on. The
general view at school was that Mirbel was a dirty beast. He was
allowed to stay on only because his guardian had been one of the
heroes of Castelfidardo. Probably at this very moment he was
telling Michele what I called "one of his dirty stories." Mich&le
mustn't be allowed to see him. I would warn my stepmother. It
would be far better for me to give him up, never to see him again,
than to experience this tightness in the throat, this feeling in the pit
of the stomach, this pain, this misery for which there was no cure,
since any possible cure was beyond my power to control, and lay
within the will, the heart, the hidden thoughts of my friend and my
sister who were now in league against me! The torments I was
suffering were more acute than any words of mine could express.
To be sure, here beside the Ciron, looking down on the swirling
stream, leaning against the trunk of a pine tree which had grown to
a great height by reason of the water which nourished its roots, I did
not fully realize that I could find no words for all that I was feeling.
It was pride alone, I thought, that compelled me to hide my vexa-
tion. Without waiting for them to come up with me, and in the
hope of putting them off my trail, I had walked quickly. I dried my
tears, got back my breath and composed my features. They were
laughing, and I could hear their laughter long before they came in
sight. I caught a glimpse of Michele's straw hat above the bracken
which their movement had set waving. At last I saw them. My
sister asked me how Jean de Mirbel was going to get to Larjuzon
next day, seeing that he hadn't got a bicycle.

"That old beast has confiscated it!" he said.